EXTREMES MEET

in person. Still, she ought to be told that his visits had
been noticed. Extraordinary fellow, Arthur Radcliffe, to
be making a fool of himself over a blonde cocotte when
he had a wife with that glinting light brown hair, who
ought to be enough to keep a man busy for a year or two
more yet. No wonder she had spoken so bitterly about
him at dinner. Or was it her fault ? Was the cabaret
girl offering Arthur something that his wife denied him?
Young, handsome, rich, but weak, oh, so very weak.
Perhaps that was the trouble. Perhaps she despised his
weakness, herself as hard as the china shepherdess she so
exquisitely resembled. And as brittle ?

The door of the bedroom opened, and she emerged in
a neglige* of some soft rosy stuff with creamy lace every-
where, so that when she flung herself down on the settee,
with one slim leg beneath her and the other dangling in
a shimmer of silk over the edge, it seemed as if the oleander
had shed a heap of fragile blossoms there. She had left
the light burning in her room and the door ajar. From
his chair Waterlow could see beyond the dim sitting-
room her discarded dress of coral satin lying in a bright
delicious huddle at the foot of the bed.

" You don't mind my coming in like this, do you ? But
I was so damned hot in that dress."

" Mind ? Why should I mind ? " he found himself
asking mechanically. " Shall I pour you out a brandy ? "

" No, thanks, only coffee. I can't drink in this weather,
except sweet squashy muck. Isn't it vicaragey of me ? "

He carried the cup of coffee across to her, and as she
took it from him the lightest touch of one of her finger-
nails sent the blood up into his throat. He felt that he
must seize that small hand, and for the sweet pain of it